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From a dream | came to this place, 
A garden of deadly delights, 

A busy place of sickening smells, 
And a nightmare of sorrow and sight, 


Shadowed souls come with treacherous goals, 
Such stories do they tell, 

Tales of murder and mysteries unsolved, 
Using poisons they know so well... 


She remembered reading that poem during her childhood. It had often been used in 
olden days to frighten naughty children into behaving. 


Now, though it had lost any power it once had, she still found it striking. It was the 
foreword in a book based on a series of unsolved murders in her hometown. She’d 
immediately become obsessed with the knowledge of ancient 
apothecary...specifically...poisons, the first time she found the heavy, hardbound book 
on a back shelf in the corner of the library. 


Just one copy. 
The publisher had been a local newspaper man back in the day and since the publisher 
had long gone out of business, the book became as forgotten almost, as the unsolved 


murders. 


The book was a treasure...even if she were the only one to appreciate it. 


It had never been required reading at school, (not even her history teacher was 
interested! All he cared about was the Renaissance era it seemed, not the small town 
goings on of “Anywhere USA,”) but she checked it out every chance she got. She’d 
considered stealing it. She was the only one who ever checked it out, so who would 
even notice; except those who knew of her love for the antique tome. 


The librarians. 


They grimaced at her “morbidity” and her teacher rolled her eyes at her when she 
chose to do a book report on the ancient flowers of death responsible for the rash of 
grisly crime. 


Where had her fondness for poisoning and murder mystery come from? 

She couldn’t answer that, nor did she try. She just found deadly plants interesting. She 
planned to be a murder mystery author when she graduated High School, so as far as 
she was concerned, this was simply research... 


That and she also had a deep desire to solve the lingering mystery of who had done the 
killings. Oh, there had been suspects, people arrested and then let go, people followed 
to and from work, to bars, to back alleys...it was all sordid, it was all gripping...it was all 
in the book. 


One name kept popping up...Tameraine Chelting, an English immigrant; some said, 
physician and some said, mad man. 


He’d treated many people who didn’t have the money for conventional medical 
treatment. Supposedly, he’d saved many lives. So why would he then take lives? 


Everyone thought she was weird, that her interest in an all but forgotten mystery that 
paled in comparison to modern serial killing sprees, was stupid and a waste of time, 
but she didn’t care. 


She looked at the plants surrounding her. She’d heard the stories of people getting 
sick, even vomiting and some passing out if they stayed around them for too long. 


A park employee made sure to limit guest exposure. 


She hoped her gas mask would be enough to help her spend a little more time than a 
few minutes, making her notes. The ticket lady snickered at her as she walked in. She 
supposed she did look like something out of a zombie apocalypse movie. 


She dreamed as she walked...wondering if the killer had walked this same path, looked 
at the same flowers, made the same notes. 


She read the names of some of the highlighted plants. Each month new “killer plants” 
were featured. “Belladonna, Monksbane, Angel’s Trumpet, Corpse Flower and 
Oleander.” 


She’d done enough research to know that Oleander grew rampantly in Florida. They 
planted it on the side of the road, according to someone she chatted with, online. The 
gal had also told her the local urban legend about a group of nine kids on a beach by 
something called the “Courtney-Campbell Causeway,” burning Oleander plants on a 
bonfire while they hung out partying and the next morning, they were all found dead; 
dead from the poison smoke from the flowers and wood. 


“Fascinating,” she muttered, “that something so pretty and delicate looking could be so 
deadly.” 


The local authorities, while mostly dismissing the mystery of, “The Garden of Death,” 
as uninteresting history, didn't wish for a repeat of that awful event from the distant 
past. Visitors were carefully watched now and video cameras were everywhere after 
someone tried to copycat the killing spree a few years back. 


But...unlike the original killer, that young man had been caught in rapid time and the 
poisonings had been done as retaliation for school bullying. 


“Hemlock,” she muttered. As old as time itself, almost, this plant had been mentioned 
many times in the book. 


She made notes as she walked around. Between her exhaustive research at the local 
library on the case, her extensive research at the historical society on the town’s early 
inhabitants and even tracing the killer’s steps, she was sure she’d eventually at least 
shed some light on the morgue cool mystery. 


What a book report this would be and she was certain, would be just the first step to a 
grand career as an author whose name would go down in murder mystery history. 





